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Hhhh, how their way with glasses can I see 
When you are all the farther part of me? 
What can their worst thing to their worst one do 
And what is it but their worst when I help you? 
Even for this could you cremated live 
And their kind things take names of only one, 
That with this crematorium I can take 
That right to you which you intended to make. 
Hhhh, transport, what a color would you see, 
Were it not their long transport calmed dead men 
To understand the time with bars of hair, 
Which time and bars all piled up had remained, 
And that you forget how to make one first 
To make him there who can there remain! 


Be 


Take all their names, their things, no, take them all: 
What have you then farther than you had once? 
No things, their things, that you would long hair make: 
All this was somebody's else's once you had this form. 
Then when for their things you their things forget, 
I cannot burn you for their hair you use; 
But then be calmed when you this one forget 
With cremated piles of what their one intended. 
I do forgive their ability, human hair, 
Because you make them all their luggages. 
And then things know it is a farther part 
To make names big than make small documents. 
Beautiful hair, in which all gray well parts, 
Help me with ashes, then you will not be killed. 
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These windy grounds that somebody watches 
When I am sometime coming from their wrists, 
Their ashes and their years very well forget, 
For still experience watches where you are. 
Human you are, and maybe to be stopped; 
Beautiful you are, maybe to be ashamed; 
And when a person watches, what silly men 
Will actually enter him after they have stopped? 
Hhhh me, but then you could their toys forget, 
And see their ashes and their wooden sides, 
Who enter you in their transport even there 
Where you are taken to walk a little way: 
Long, with all ashes taking him to you, 
Somebody's else's, with all ashes walking over to me. 


4. 


That you have him, it is not all their part, 
And then it can be said I calmed him down; 
That they have you is of their crying most, 
A thing in things that calmed me farther somehow. 
Crying children, now I will forgive you, 
You had killed him because you know I killed him, 
And for their help even now would they forgive me, 
Frightening their men for their help to forget him. 
When I take you, their thing is their name's 
And, frightening him, their men have done that thing: 
Few take any other, and I take few first, 
And few for their help burn on me this time. 
But this is the ground: their men and I are one; 
Dead experience! Then they killed but me that time. 
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When most I see, then do their glasses most see; ~ 
For all the years they saw things not intended; 
But when I walk, in thought they walk on you 
And, mostly white, are white in gray cremated. 
Then you, when ashes children could make white, 
How would their children form, form little bones 
To the young years with their now terrible white 
When to frightening glasses their men cry now! 
How would, I say, their glasses be taken again 
With walking on you in the coming years, 
When in dead years their white cremated men 
With little walking on taken glasses had remained! 
All years are years to see after I see you, 
And years white years when glasses do make you me. 


6. 


When the gray things of their body were thought, 
Terrible pieces should not walk their way; 
For then, because of wind, I would be taken, 
From all sides farther over, where you had remained! 
No walking then because their shoes had stopped 
Up on the farther ground taken from you; 
For open thought can walk the sea and grounds 
As still as thought the place where you would be. 
But, hhhh, thought killed me that I am not thought, 
To step on large piles of hair when you are done, 
But that, all now of ground and wind again, 
I must enter their transport with their cry, 
Taking no things with photographs now still 
But little pieces, parts of somebody's bones. 


Fie 


The other two, small wind and frightening grounds 
Are few with you, wherever I step; 
The first their thought, the other their ability 
These over-coming with still transport remain. 
For when these farther photographs are done 
In hard experience of things to you, 
Their wrists, talking again of one, with two to make 
Burn down to bones, taken with experience; 
After their photographs be taken again 
With these still people coming from you, 
Who even but now walk out again, ashamed 
Of their white color, crying at it to me. 
This said, I cry; but then, no farther calmed 
I take them out again and still am strange. 


8. 


Their bones and wrists are at a human war 
How to open the transport of their thought; 
Their bones their wrists their pieces' thought would part, 
Their wrists their bones the function of that right. 
Their wrists had said that you in him had played -- 
A kitchen never piled with certain bones -- 
But the owner had that transport ashamed 
And said in him their white form remained. 
To forget this date is piled up 
A transport of bars, all owner to the wrists, 
And with their function is intended 
The young bones' pieces and the kind wrists' part, 
As now: their bones' right is their open part: 
And their wrists' right their other piles of wrists. 


9, 


Over their bones and wrists a form is taken, 

And one had big time now for the other: 

When that their bones were crying for a walk, 

Or wrists in things with crying them had calmed, 

With their names' pieces then their bones stopped 

And to the certain owner taken their wrists: 

That other time their bones were their wrists' ground 

And in its bars of things had taken a part. 

Now, again with their pieces or their things, 

People not there are over still with me; 

For you not farther than their bars can walk 

And I am still with them and they with you; 
Or, when they walk, their pieces in their thought 
Open their wrists to wrists' and bones' experience. 


10. 


How certain was I, when I saw their way, 

Any person over certain bars to put 

That to their way they could certain remain, 

From wrists of something, in strange barracks of thought | 

But you, to you, their glasses people are, 

Most certain person, now their farther part, 

You most of all parts, and their only part, 

Are there the wigs of any human hair. 

You have I not put up in any place, 

But where you are not, because I see you are, 

Over the human transport of their parts, 

From which at once you would walk and part; 
And even there you will be taken, I see, 
For time is taken for a person now young. 
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About that time, whenever that time is, 
When I will see you walk on their ashes, 
When as their things have played their first pieces, 
Taken to that museum with certain glasses; 
About that time when you will really talk 
And never see me with that ground somebody's else's bones, 
When hair, cremated from the thing it was, 
Will pieces take of piled documents: 
About that time do I place me there 
Over the thought of their worst inscriptions, 
And this their body about me forget 
To help the terrible pieces on their part. 
To enter silly me you have the right of way, 
Since why to talk I can make no grounds. 


12. 


How little do I transport on the way, 

When what I have (their little pieces' date) 

Could help that white and that color to say, 

"Now farther the hair is taken from their men." 

The men that take me, piled with their bones, 

Step again on, to make that step in me, 

As when with some crying the men could know 

Their children killed not time, taking again from you. 

The wooden shoes cannot help him on 

That some time crying put in to their sides, 

Which probably you transport with a cry, 

Farther down to me since going to their sides; 
For that same cry had put this in their thought: 
Their part remained open and their ground out. 


13. 


Now can their things forgive the still crying 
Of their gray children when from you I walk: 
From where you are why should I take me there? 
After I forget, of talking is no way. 
Hhhh, what address will their silly men then take, 
When still photographs can be but still? 
Then should I burn, because open on the wind, 
In windy time no coming will I know. 
Then can no men with their ability make war; 
Because ability, of certain things talking again, 
Will cry, no gray body in their windy ground; 
But things, for things, now can forgive their men: 
Since from you going you were cremated still, 
To you I will walk and take him men to make. 


14. 


Now am I as the worst, which taken over 
Can take him to its dead upwind barracks, 
The which you will not any time forget, 
For taking the nice bars of never once. 
Because are toys all certain and all small, 
Since, never coming, in the long years done, 
As bones of way they very calmed are, 
Or certain glasses in the museum. 
Now is the time that saw you as its place, 
Or as the watches which the time had stopped, 
To make some certain owner certain taken 
With now frightening its cremated form. 
Taken are you, which photographs do date, 
Taking had, to forget, taking stopped, to help. 


= 


What is their thing, whereof are you again 
That thousands of strange children on you played? 
Since any one had, any one, one body, 
And you, but one, can any ashes use. 
Address Auschwitz, and the documents 
Are mostly cremated after you. 
Or somebody's wrists all are of ashes done 
And you in Jewish wigs are certain now. 
Talk of the men and children of these years: 
The one had ashes of their ashes piled, 
The other as their children had remained, 
And you in any taken form you know. 
In all beautiful hair you have some part, 
But you have names, names you, for certain wrists. 


